At the bottom of the cliffs, black swans sang mournfully. The stately birds dipped their long necks in and out of the water, arching, straining: an ocean of question marks. Somewhere near me lies the grave of Aarabanoo, who was buried with so much care and regard by Governor Phillip all those years ago. I cannot visit his grave, for it is unmarked, the exact location now being lost. Somewhere behind me -far to the west -great machines drone on, converting forest into yet more suburbs or cropland.
ii Arabanoo was a member of the Manly tribe and the first indigenous Australian to live with the British settlers, having been kidnapped and imprisoned in 1788 to serve as an interpreter. He later developed a relationship of mutual respect with Governor Arthur Phillip. Arabanoo died of small pox during the outbreak in May 1789, and while uncertainty remains over whether or not the disease was first introduced by Europeans, the fact his death was caused by an invisible invasion of his body sets up a kind of subterranean echo in Flannery's passage, in which Arabanoo's body is now also invisible. Further echoes resound in the unseen violence done to the forests to the west; although, '[l]ike Arabanoo's grave, I cannot see [the machines],' Flannery says, 'I know that they are there,' because the vista afforded him by his 'eagle's eyrie' is not (or not only) of the charms of Sydney Harbour but of 'the "vast parasite state" where the spoils go.' iii Flannery's suggestion of sinister acts (past, present and future) only partially occluded by the splendour of the cityscape calls to mind the scene in Ian Rankin's The Falls, when the detective John Rebus surveys Edinburgh from the peak of Arthur's Seat and sees only 'a crime scene waiting to happen.' iv Since Raymond Chandler and Dashiell Hammett, the jaded detective who senses crime everywhere is a familiar figure, and gives an additional charge to Flannery's intimation of a connection between historical/colonial and future/ecological acts of violence. In other ways, however, the scene provides a notable departure, most significantly in that it is a crime scene without a body. Indeed, it is barely even a discreet scene, as the ecological 'crimes' Flannery perceives occur far away and out of sight. They are, nonetheless, intimately connected (the 'parasite state' drives this home) with the scene Flannery sees in front of him. Not only bodiless, then, but dispersed and at the same time intimately connected.
The notion of a crime that lacks a singular body or location points to the peculiarities of ecological damage as crime. The purpose of this essay is to examine the extent and the ways in which the conventions of crime fiction can usefully assist in an exploration of this, particular in an era where, as Bruno Latour has put it, 'matters of fact' (signified by the certainty they provide) have given way to 'matters of concern' (defined by the absence of clear boundaries -'no sharp separation between their own hard kernel and their environment.') v The current era of mass ecological crises has been characterised by Latour and others as a moment in which the certainties of enlightenment sciences are no longer available; an era of 'post-normal' science in which 'uncertainty is not banished but managed.' vi One consequence of this has been, according to Latour, the transformation of 'the whole world in a laboratory,' in which everyone invests (hence matters of concern) in the same collective experiments. vii Ulrich Beck makes a similar point when he describes a shift from 'science as truth' to 'a science of if and but.' viii Latour's observation that, because all living beings on Earth share a concern with the effects of anthropogenic climate change, we are all involved in investigating it as a 'matter of concern,' can be seen to parallel Deborah Bird Rose's assertion that the current era of ecological crises has conferred a diffuse set of roles on humanity. 'manufactured disasters' which are the 'unintended side effects of technological and economic development.' xlvii In the world risk society which emerges from this dependence on the capacity to absorb dangers, risk is defined as delocalised (in spatial, temporal, and social terms); incalculable;
and non-compensable; a schema which corresponds quite exactly with ecological crime, and with the current extinction crisis in particular. Thus Hooper's fictionalised true crime narrative, which refuses to dispel the intimation of structural complicity, represents a formal response to the (literary) problem of how to describe ecological crime.
Significantly, Anthropocene noir emphasises one key role in detective fiction. On the one hand, the conservative association between criminal and motive -the underlying cause, which the narrative is charged with isolating and exposing, and thereby exonerating the rest of society -is Kate's response to her own dilemma and, implicitly, to the extinction crisis which shadows it, is to produce her own 'child's book of true crime'. Fascinated by the lateral logic displayed by the children in her class, and the potential in children's stories for release from normative constraints, her 'child's book' is an attempt to make sense of the incalculable scale and urgency of multiscalar past and future hauntings. 'Children are potentially the true-crime novelist's ideal audience,' she observes, because 'they are haunted for the appropriate length of time.' In their stories 'the world seemed manageable, its scale of anarchy to my liking.' lvii As Mansfield has described, however, our haunting by ecological catastrophe is inherently resistant to such accommodating frameworks:
The The key link to the current extinction crisis, though, is Terence Tiger, the thylacine detective.
The thylacine is perhaps the most charismatic of Australian and Tasmanian residual in extant DNA material. The fabled revenant thylacine, resurrected within the crucible of genome time from genetic material that is assumed to be waiting patiently somewhere to be discovered, represents a variation on Mansfield's paradox of the bodily ghost and the bodiless crime scene. As the thylacine extinction narrative is absorbed by a pervasive form of postcolonial nostalgia which both longs for and abhors the pre-encounter biome, it perpetually 'comes back unsolved from the past' as an unresolved tension in contemporary attitudes to species death.
lxxiii
The presence of the thylacine detective in Hooper's novel represents an ironic commentary on this deep unwillingness to let the animal go. As Terence observes, 'when you're extinct, people look you straight in the eye and assume they haven't seen you.' lxxiv What is seen instead is a manifestation of the complex uses to which the 'tassie tiger' has since been put: a nexus of conflicting narratives of cultural and national identity; violence and technological absolution; and bio-commodification and eco-tourism into which the animal itself disappears. The common denominator is that each narrative which appropriates the thylacine figures the animal as the object of pursuit -whether as an extant creature or viable genetic remnant. In Julia Leigh's The Hunter, an unnamed professional hunter ('M') pursues a living thylacine on behalf of a biotechnology company intent on weaponising its genetic heritage (although whether this is as 'virus or antidote' is not made clear). lxxv For the liminal M ('anchored by neither wife nor home, nor by a lover nor even a single friend'), lxxvi the thylacine is an object of both economic and symbolic exchange -a commodity with the potential to provide market dominance for his employer, and also a kind of imagined surrogate in which M progressively invests his own sense of ambivalence (having killed the thylacine and harvested its blood and ovaries, he remarks that 'now he is the only one') lxxvii Hooper inverts this trope: by making the thylacine the detective in her narrative, pursuer not pursued, Hooper is able to explore the contingent nature of the competing narratives of the 'tassie tiger'. As an icon of national and conservation narratives, Terence Tiger's liminality is emphasised by his status as detective; as an icon of extinction, he highlights the thylacine's spectral presence within these competing narratives of order and disorder. As the detective is typically the subject of focalisation (information about the crime is only revealed to the reader as it is discovered by the detective), Terence thus queries the possibility of making the thylacine visible (both pre-eminently visible in so many competing narratives, but at the same time buried perhaps beyond recovery by these same layers of rhetoric).
The privileging of lastness seen in the reluctance to admit the thylacine's extinction and the Standing in the presence of the albatrosses, we are required to occupy a strange position.
Through their behaviour, we are reminded of the long duration during which we as a species mattered so little to the fates of others that we simply did not--and still have not--registered as a relevant feature of their world. And yet, we must now also stand in their presence in the full knowledge that at the present time nothing could be further from the truth: 'we' are the single biggest threat -and on multiple fronts -to the possibility of the continuity of albatross generations. Standing in their presence, we are required to somehow inhabit both this long past and this tragic present.
lxxxvii As both Van Dooren's albatross encounter and the privileging of the 'lastness' of the last thylacine illustrate, species death is a kind of spectral death, both present and absent like the absent-but-real counterpoint to the present-but-secondary narrative in Todorov's schema, which haunts any encounter with a threatened species and which is finally embodied in the last animal.
As the spectral hero of Kate's 'child's book,' Terence points to the ambivalence between individual animal death and species death. This haunting is also, however, a beckoning. we discover in the cosmopolitan enlightenment of shared vulnerability, multispecies communities of risk.
Whereas this more expansive 'world-making' runs against the grain of colonial history, Anthropocene noir troubles the distinction between the specific and the general, from matters of fact to matters of concern. As victim of an historical extinction, Terence Tiger represents the 'violent physicality' which, as Mansfield has it, 'comes back unsolved from the past'; xci as animal detective, he indicates how crime fiction in the Anthropocene must account for crimes that are at the same time incalculable and urgently in need of recognition, and which occur in the context of the risky attachments that link humans and nonhumans. Offering trenchant insights into the extremes of sexual jealousy, post-traumatic stress, and forensic science, Terence presents a deeply ironic comment on the nature of ecological crime (delocalised and temporally dispersed), and guilt (incalculable). Detection has the quality of obsession for Terence: 'Sometimes, during detective work, the naïve tiger found out things he would rather not have known. But the pure science of his profession, the jigsaw puzzle nature of crime, led him ever on.' xcii Yet just as the other animal detectives expose the absurdity of treating concerns as facts, his rational approach, even to this compulsion, is a pointed retort to the incalculability of extinction; its totalizing meaninglessness, and the concomitant need to approach risk by other means. In the face of the risk of totalizing destruction, Beck says, 'risk calculation based on past experience and rationality breaks down.
[…] To knowledge drawn from experience and science, we must add imagination, suspicion, fiction and fear.' xciii Ergo, a crime fiction not limited by the conventions of the form but capable of engaging with the delocalised, incalculable, and shared multispecies risks which shape matters of concern.
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